haired, fair-skinned like their beautiful mother. They all resembled her.
Every one of them was born, so it seemed, directly in his or her own right.
You might think they had all willed it and decided it all for themselves.
They were seemingly endowed with the resistance and will of the
father, inheriting his perverse qualities. They inherited their mother's
good looks.
That little home-department on Forest Avenue soon became a lively
place. Things began to smash. Cries to resound. Shrieks. Quarrels and
laughter. Someone or another or several or something in a pickle, and in
a pickle all of the time. Destruction of something or other happened every
minute.
Works of art and craft, crockery, toys—all went together. Then fol-
lowed destruction of Mother's peace and patience! I, their legitimate
father, would hear all about it when I came in to be fed, or if I came in
early to go to bed—which I seldom did.
The children were their mother's children and up to her except when
the two young parents themselves made eight children all together at
playtime. And early in the morning. Warren Me Arthur, friend and early
client of mine, something of a wag, dining with us one Sunday, caught
one of the children and called to me, 'Quick now, Frank, . . . what's the
name of this one?' It worked. Surprised by the peremptory request I gave
the wrong name.
Sometimes pursuing a kind interest in my state someone would ask:
1 And are there children?'
The answer 'Yes, six' would leave the kindly one interested, wide-eyed,
wondering. I am afraid I never looked the part. Nor ever acted it. I didn't
feel it. And I didn't know how.
FATHERHOOD
We two had a joint bank-account. Drew cheques until they began to
come back N.S.F.—in red. Then we knew the money was gone. Never
mind! The first of the month was only two weeks off. There would be
some more. Why worry? The father in the architect took the children's
future to heart in that I wanted them to grow up in beautiful surround-
ings. I intended them all to be infected by a love for the beautiful. I then
called it so in spite of growing prejudice against the sentimental. So I built
a beautiful large playroom for them all on the upper floor at the rear of
the little house. Before I could get it all paid for a benevolent sheriff came
and sat in it all of one night. It was next morning before I could get the
eighty-five dollars somewhere to send him on his way. I remember, to this
day, that it was eighty-five dollars, but I can't remember where I got
it. Probably Wheaton, the old business clerk at Adler and Sullivan's,
advanced it on my pay. He did such things for me. Sometimes.
But the children didn't know about such things then. Never mind,
they learned all about such things later on.
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